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smouldering in her breast for some time and now flared
up feverishly.
"Maybe he'll escape too!"
An hour later she was in the lot near the prison. A
sharp wind was blowing. It tugged at her skirts, attacked
the frozen ground, rocked the rickety fence about the
garden she was passing, and hurled itself with full force
at the prison Wall. It picked up human cries from the
prison yard and whirled them into the sky, where the
racing.clouds gave passing glimpses into the blue depths
beyond.
Behind the mother was the garden, before her the cem-
etery, while some seventy feet to her right was the
prison. Near the cemetery a soldier was lunging a horse,
while another soldier stood next to him stamping the
ground, shouting and laughing and whistling. There was
no one.else near the prison.
She walked past them to the fence enclosing the cem-
etery,  glancing surreptitiously behind  her  and  to  her
right. Suddenly she felt her knees give way and her feet
felt as if they were frozen to the earth. Around the corner
came a stooped lamplighter with a ladder over one shoul-
der, hurrying as lamplighters do. Blinking with fright, the
mother looked at the soldiers: they were standing in one
spot, with the horse racing round them; she looked at the
man with the ladder—he had already placed it against the
wall and was climbing leisurely. On reaching the top,
he swung out his arm, then quickly descended and disap-
peared round the corner. The mother's heart raced; the
seconds dragged past. The ladder was almost invisible
against ihe dark background of the prison wall, stained
and discoloured as it was, with spots where broken plas-
ter revealed the bricks beneath. Suddenly a dark head
appeared above the wall, then a body which straddled
the wall and crawled down the other side. A second head
in a shaggy cap appeared; a dark ball rolled across the
ground and vanished round the corner. Mikhailo straigh-
tened up, glanced about, shook his head... .

